ALKXANDRTAN   POETRY

a charm,  so  that throughout  the  years  none but
beautiful things shall conic near to them.   They part;
Lycidas sets his smiling face towards Pyxa; the others
turn to the farm of Phrusidcinus.   There they cdrink
the spirit of the season/ if ever mortals did.   c There on
deep beds of fragrant rush and new-cut vine-leaves we
laid us down rejoicing.   High overhead waved many
a poplar, many an elm, and hard by the sacred water
from the cave  of the Nymphs made music as it
flowed.    On shady boughs the brown cicalas kept
chirping; far away in dense thickets of thorn croaked
the tree-frog.    Larks and linnets sang, while cooed
the turtle-dove,1 and round about the springs flitted
the tawny bees.   All things scented of rich summer,,
all breathed of fruit-time.   At our feet pears,, and by
our sides apples rolled in plenty, young branches
beneath  the   weight   of damsons   drooped  to  the
ground;   and   from   the mouth of the wine-jars the
pitch of four years was broken.5   The poem ends with
a picture of Demeter, giver of the grain, standing by
a heap of corn, with sheaves and poppies in her hands,
and smiling on her votaries.   The poem is more than a
voice from the grave of a beautiful paganism.   It is a
revelation of character.    The flattering crew round
Ptolemy in gay Alexandria had no power to spoil the
man who could live over in imagination vanished
yesterdays with so little sense of loss.   Compare the
tone of wistful regret and the old-in-youth spirit
which can be detected in Virgil:

Omniafert aetas> animum quoque: saepe ego longos

Cantando puerum memini me condere soles:

Nunc oblita mihi tot carmina.       (EcL9 ix. 51-53-)

1 * I heard the cushies croon
Thro' the gowden afternoon.'
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